gave the wohle day a colour of inhumanity.
* It wasn't long after I met Andrew that I acquired
niy first ponce. It happened through an excursion to
Brighton. Alice's reigning young man at the time was
a youth named Godfrey. \\"hen she first took him up
he was slim, alert and attractive. At the end of a few
months he had soaked himself into a fat, lazy and
drunken slug. When he had reached this stage, he was
imprudent enough to ask for an increase in his allowance,
and Alice promptly told him to go. She knew he was
persistent and would probably hang about the flat seek-
ing forgiveness, so she suggested we should go down to
Brighton for the week-end to be out of his way. "You
don't mind paying, do you ?'* she asked me, "I haven't
a penny in the world till the banks open on Monday."
Alice was an expert sponger, and had already borrowed
from me quantities of cigarettes, drinks, and even
underclothes and bed-linen. But she knew I was
accommodating, and we went down together at my
expense. "We stayed at a flat whose proprietor owned
a cafe frequented by Brighton's underworld.
Thirty-six hours of sea air made Alice feel so
young, she said, that she decided we should spend the
rest of the season at Brighton. On Monday she went
up to London to arrange for the disposal of our two
flats, promising to return in a couple of days with some
money. A week passed; she neither came nor replied
to my letters and my own resources were beginning to
run short. In the evenings I was going for company
to the cafe, which was round the corner. It had an
upper room fitted out with a battery of gaming
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